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treasure-house of his. He pointed to a few volumes of
conspicuous value; rehearsed dutifully what others had
told him of them; admitted at last, with a contraction of
his shoulders and an apologetic movement of his hands,
that he was not competent to be a guide. "I had an uncle,
my father's younger brother—Dirk van Leyden—he'd
have told you. Used to sit here all day, writing, writing,
writing. Those tin boxes are full of his stuff	You look
at it some day—all sorts. Verse even. He sat at that table.
There's his inkpot. You see where the carpet's worn thin?
He used to shuffle his feet."
"What did he write?" Lewis asked.
"Oh—ah—all sorts," van Leyden repeated. "There
was a professor from Leiden came here once in my father's
time. He wanted to publish some of it but my father
wouldn't let him."
"Why?"
"Family history."
"You feel as he did?"
"The less one says, the less chance one gives to some
scribbler who isn't one of us."
"Then it was good of you to say I might see it."
"You? But you are not Dutch. It would give you no
satisfaction to discover some little thing about us and
build it up and build it up"—van Leyden spread out his
hands—"until every school teacher in the country could
purse her lips whenever our name was spoken, and shake
her finger and put her eyebrows into her forehead—och,
you don't know how much interest they take in us! You
English are different. You have no curiosity about people's
grandmothers. You might be better if you had more of it—
but not too much, not too much. You forget too quick; we
remember too long."
He touched the tin cases with the toe of his boot. "It's
not all uncle Dirk's/' he said. "There are other manu-
scripts as well. Some of Mary Stuart's letters—the wife
of William of Orange. You are welcome, if you wish to see
them	Then 111 get the key."
Lewis would have stayed him; another journey by ths

